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endlessly in the sky; as were the stones of the marula fruits
that littered the ground beneath the tree. For hundreds, for
thousands of years these things had gone on: the lions roam-
ing, the buck grazing in the dawn, the vultures circling, and
the ripe fruits falling from the trees, each in their season.
Three go-away birds rose out of a bush with fluttering
wings. Go Away! Go Away! they cried.
Bentinck sat up. The wait was over. The man had come.
He stood beneath the tree in front of him: a Masai.
*I see you, chief/ he said.
*I see you, warrior,5 Bentinck answered.
They watched each other, staring into each other's eyes.
The sweat ran down between the warrior's breasts. He
raised his hand to wipe it away, pushing it down in a little
stream with the bottom of his hand; it ran over the heaving
muscles of his belly. He was naked: his nakedness was ap-
parent when he moved. Over one shoulder he wore a blanket
of tanned hide. His hair, dressed with fat and red ochre, was
drawn up in the shape of a Roman helmet; a pigtail bound
with thread hung down his back. He was a Moran, a warrior.
In his hand he held a spear, eight foot long, all steel but for a
little central shaft of brown wood. He also held a shield* It
was made of buffalo skin painted with designs of red, white,
and blue. Above him the vultures circled. Behind him the
store burnt in the sun. A draggled cockerel stood near, its
beak open, its wings held away from its sides. The go-away
birds were gone. They had given their warning.
, To the Masai time was nothing. He was unconscious of it.
To Bentinck time was meaningless. He knew of time, but he
had given it up. This was a moment of meeting between two
men. 'It had purpose. It had design. The Masai knew why
he had come. Bentinck knew whence he had come, A man
did not run sixty miles through the little paths of Africa for
nothing.
Meanwhile, they measured each other, missing nothing.